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would hear her crying. She had always been
easily upset, she frequently had red eyes and her
handkerchief in her hand, and doubtless the good
creature had a weight on her mind, for she often
sighed, and her voice was plaintive as though she
were always unhappy. Now that she was no more,
he thought of her most often as she used to be sitting
when he came home from school, on the other side
of the table, with her needlework on her lap ; her
head was dark against the window with the fuchsia
growing round it, she held her handkerchief to her
eyes. The children took no notice of her tears, but,
at a later period, when the others were out and he
was at home alone with his elder sister, he in the
shop and she at the back, he often felt the oppression
of her melancholy in the house. Then it seemed
to him that the shop and the back-parlour were
dark ; he had the feeling that something was weigh-
ing down the roof, a burden from years that were
past.
No doubt his father had felt this, and felt it even
more acutely than he did. He had often said :
c Life is full of anxieties, our forefathers have laid a
heavy burden upon us.' And you could see that
he had something worse in his mind. He spoke
little, his voice had a discontented sound, he was
perpetually admonishing and finding fault; at
other times he was silent and looked straight in
front of him, at the floor or at the ceiling. He ate